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The  characters  in  this  cartoon  are  fictitious,  and  any 
rcsemblence  to  actual  persons,  living  or  dead,  is 
purely  coincidental. 
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Statement  of  Purpose 


Nexus  ,  as  a  school  newspaper  serves  three  main  purposes.  It  is  an 
open  outlet  for  student  and  staff  opinions,  ideas,  and  creativity;  it  is  a 
medium  through  which  curent  events  relevant  to  the  school  may  be  made 
known;  and  finally  it  is-  or  should  be-  a  breath  of  fresh  air  in  the 
sometimes  boring,  always  hectic  school  days  of  every  Selwyn  Boy.  Enjoy! 
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EDITORIAL 


Soap  Operas  Are  Looking 
Mighty  Good 

Recently,  I  spent  two 
gloriously  exciting  days  home 
sick  with  the  flu.    Due  to  my 
illness,  I  was  lucky  enough  to 
take  in  much  of  the  high- 
quality  day-time  television 
programming        available. 
Weaving  my  way  around  the 
dangerously  addictive  soap 
operas,  I  delighted  in  such 
intellectually  enriching  shows 
as  the  Flintstones,  the  Rocky 
and  Bullwinkle  Show,  and,  of 
course,  the  Price  is  Right. 
Unfortunately,  in  my  draining 
effort  to  avoid  soap  operas  (and 
my  homework),  I  found  myself 
watching  something  far  worse 
and  far  more  dangerous  than 
any  soap  opera  could  be.  The 
three  shows  that  I  had  the 
misfortune  of  watching  were 
Sally  Jesse  Raphael,  Oprah 
Winfrey,  and  our  very  own 
Shirley.  Their  topics  were  men 
who  cheat  on  their  wives,  what 
you  would  tell  your  ex's  new 
girlfriend,  and  custody  after  a 
divorce,  respectively. 

What  was  most 
distressing  about  these 
programs  was  not  the  sheer 
tackiness,  nor  the  tired  format, 
nor  even  Sally's  obnoxious  red 
glasses.  What  caught  my 
attention  was  the 

unprofessional  manner  in 
which  these  "journalists" 
explored  their  topics  (with  the 
possible  exception  of  Oprah), 


and  the  blatant  sexism 
displayed  by  the  hosts, 
audience,  guests,  and 
especially  the  producers.  The 
premise  of  the  three  shows 
seemed  to  be  that  all  men  are 
pigs,  and  every  problem  any 
woman  faces  is  a  direct  result 
of  the  evil  Male.  A  perfect 
illustration  of  the  bias  of  the 
programs  occured  during  the 
introduction  to  Oprah  Winfrey: 
a  divorced  couple  was 
introduced  to  the  audience, 
and  thunderous  applause  was 
showered  upon  the  ex-wife. 
The  ex-husband  received  a  cold 
silence.  The  crowd  had 
decided,  before  any  story  had 
been  given,  that  the  man  was 
at  fault,  and  that  his  ex-wife 
was  the  unfortunate  and 
innocent  victim  of  hateful  and 
malevolent  maleness.  That 
this  was  acctually  the  case  is 
proof  only  of  the  lop-sided 
predictability  of  the 
programming  of  these  types  of 
shows. 

Sally  Jesse  Raphael  had 
her  pannel  loaded  even  more 
ridiculousy  than  Oprah's.  Her 
two  male  guests  were  the 
cynnical,  sleazy,  and 
thoroughly  imcharming  author 
ofHow  to  Cheat  on  Your  Wife 
and  Not  Get  Caught  ,  and  a 
musclebound  idiot  who,  if  he 
had  had  the  mind-power  of 
anything  more  than  the  shirt 
be  was  wearing,  would  have 
been  even  more  sleazy  and 
uncharming.  The  female 
guests  included  two  sweet-as- 
can-be  women  whose  lives  had 
been  torn  apart  by  men  such 
as  these,  and  the  ultra- 
feminist  battle-axe  authoress 
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of  Not  with  My  Husband  You 
Don't..    One  of  her  suggested 
methods  of  dealing  with  a 
cheating  husband  is  to  find  out 
what  the  mistress  looks  like, 
and  tell  your  husband  that  a 
woman  of  that  description  has 
been  stalking  the  house,  "You 
know,"  she  explains  with  an 
evil  grin.  The  Fatal  Attraction 
thing."  Another  deep  and  long- 
lasting  solution  is  to  tell  the 
mistress,  "You  are  beautiful, 
but  the  other  one  is  much 
younger."    The  show  projected 
three  main  ideas:    all  men  are 
mean  and  will  cheat  if  their 
wives  give  them  the  chance, 
women    are    the    innocent 
recipients  of  undo  and  unfair 
treatment      from      callous 
husbands,  and  the  only  way  to 
deal  effectively  with  cheating 
men  is  through  underhanded 
trickery.    The  truth  of  three 
ideas  is  certainly  questionable, 
and  the  irresponsibilty  of  the 
prbducers     is,     while     not 
shocking,  deplorable. 

The  final  show  I 
watched,  the  extremely  classy 
Canadian-made  Shirley,  was 
the  most  disturbing  of  the 
three  due  to  the  subject 
matter.  The  discussion  was 
about  custody  of  children  afler 
a  divorce,  and  the  contention 
was  that  women  who  lose 
custody  of  their  children  bear 
great  stigma  in  society,  and 
that  somehow  the  justice 
system  favours  men  in  its 
custody  decisions  (although 
statistics  show  that  women 
win  the  majority  of  cases). 
One  of  the  guests  was  a  women 
who  had  agreed  to  giving  her 
ex-husband  sole  custody  of 
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their  son,  but  now  regretted 
the  decision.  The  blame  for 
her  rash  decision  was  placed 
squarely  on  the  male  justice 
system,  and  all  felt  pity  for  her. 
Another  guest  wished  to  move 
to  Israel  with  her  two  children 
for  a  year.  Although  she  had 
custody  of  the  children,  the 
court  could  not  allow  the 
children  to  leave  the  country 
without  their  father's 
approval.  Needless  to  say,  he 
refused.  Shirley  and  her 
guests  whined  on  and  on  about 
the  children  missing  a  great 
learning  experience,  and  the 
unfairness  of  a  system  that 
would  not  allow  a  mother  to 
take  her  children  away  from 
their  father  for  a  year.  But 
surely,  Shirley,  if  it  had  been 
the  father  wishing  to  move  to 
Israel  with  the  children,  the 
mother  would  have  been 
portrayed  as  a  victim  of  an  evil 
man  who  wished  to  separate 
mother  from  child  out  of  spite. 
Again,  the  irresponsible 
journalism  displayed  by  the 
show  was  far  too  dangerous  to 
ignore. 

These  programs  are 
designed,  presumably,  with  the 
intent  of  exposing  males  for 
what  they  are  (selfish,  hateful, 
dastardly  bastards)  and 
thereby  ending  the 

exploitation  of  women  for  all 
time.  What  they  suceed  in 
doing,  though,  is  massive 
gender  slander.  Alone,  this  is 
not  the  problem;  it  is  the 
nimiber  of  people  who  believe 
the  images  portayed — as 
ratings  and  audience  reactions 
indicate — that  is  most 
alarming.        The    women's 


movement  cannot  and  must 
not  be  forwarded  by  half-truths 
and  misrepresentation;  doing 
so  only  undermines  the  whole 
foundation  of  the  movement. 
Sexism  comes  in  many  forms, 
but  its  worst  guise  is  that  of 
the  struggle  for  equality.  More 
than  anything,  these  television 
feminists  are  destroying  the 
word  equality  for  those  who 
really  want  to  use  it. 

Hugh  McGuire 
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ESSAYS 


Fuel  for  a  Day 

"Patriotism  is  the  willingness 
to  kill  and  be  killed  for  trivial 
reasons."  (Bertrand  Russell) 

The  Boston  Globe 
(Sunday,  Nov.  11 )  ran  a  picture 
of  a  U.S.  army  reserve 
transport  unit  on  its  way  to 
Saudi  Arabia.  Among  the 
yoting  troops  was  a  man  in  his 
50's,  called  away  from  his  day 
job  to  become  part  of  "Desert 
Shield."  The  day  before,  the 
Globe  ran  a  front  page  photo  of 
a  young  American  soldier 
kissing  his  infant  son  goodbye. 
Both  pictures  depressed  me 
enormously,  as  they  remind  me 
of  the  blatant  militarism  of  the 
American  government,  who 
since  the  Second  World  War 
has  sought  reasons-real  and 
fabricated—to  maintain  its 
"military-industrial  complex." 


The  photos  are  part  of  the 
propaganda  tools  being  used 
by  the  Bush  administration  to 
make  this  whole  affair 
palatable  (the  stacked  body 
bags  won't  be  splashed  on  the 
ft^nt  page  later  on).  This  and 
other  strategies  worked,  after 
all,  in  the  selling  of  the  U.S. 
invasion  of  Panama,  whose 
real  purpose  was  clearly  not 
the  capture  of  Manuel  Noriega, 
but  the  consolidation  of  U.S. 
power  in  the  canal  zone.  Bush 
wants  once  again  to  don  his 
white  hat  and  lead  the  cavalry 
to  the  rescue  of  tiny  Kuwait 
against  that  brutish 
expansionist,  Iraq.  Never 
mind  that  until  recently 
Hussein  was  one  of  the  good 
guys  in  the  U.S.  iihad  against 
Iran.  The  U.S.  media  has  put 
the  old  press  releases  down  the 
memory  hole  and  revealed 
Hussein  as  a  rapacious, 
amoral,  lying,  cheating  villain 
with  a  black  beret.  The  new 
stage  is  set. 

The  play  will  go  on,  too. 
The  United  States, 

particularly,  and  their  allies 
have  too  much  invested  in  the 
oil  reserves  of  an  otherwise 
barren  region.  The  Kuwaiti 
ruling  family  was  suitably 
friendly  and  obedient  in 
keeping  the  taps  open;  Saddam 
Hussein  is  not.  He  sees  the 
strategic  importance  of  those 
oil  reserves  as  clearly  as  Bush 
and  his  advisors,  and  both 
sides  will  fight;  there  is  no 
clear  precedent  to  suggest 
otherwise.  Many  will  die  as 
America  asserts  its  right  to 
Middle  East  oil,  and 
Canadians  will  have  a  bit  part 
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in  the  drama:  a  ship  attacked, 
a  fighter  downed,  a  few  burned 
to  death.  A  memorable  cameo 
for  a  time. 

The  West's  forward 
planning  to  deal  with  declining 
oil  reserves  clearly  involves 
dominating--economically  or 
militarily-regions  that  still 
have  the  black  gold  in 
abundance,  and  putting  off 
expensive  changes  in  our 
national  energy  policies  until 
later.  Iraq's  invasion  of 
Kuwait  has  sped  up  the 
agenda  and  forced  the  U.S.  and 
its  allies  to  act  sooner  than  it 
might  have.  Despite  the  East 
German  frontier  having 
disappeared  as  a  potential  fire 
zone,  the  Pentagon  has  found  a 
new  enemy,  and  Hussein-like 
other  "enemies  of  freedom  " 
before  him--fits  the  bill  nicely. 
He  has  those  dark,  menacing, 
Stalinesque  looks  that  play  so 
well  on  TV. 

The  script  calls  for 
Bush's  continued  indignation 
at  Iraqui  intransigence,  and 
the  need  for  more 
reinforcement  of  the  troops 
already  there.  Once  the 
inevitable  war  is  over,  Act  II 
begins  with  the  post-war 
"necessity '  of  American  bases 
in  Saudi  Arabia  and  the  region 
to  maintain  the  stability 
necessary  to  keeping  oxir  cars 
going  and  needing  to  re-think 
our  lives.  The  oil  reserves 
wont  be  used  up  for  another 
50     years     or     so.  The 

catastrophe  in  such  tragedies 
happens  in  Act  V,  which  for  our 
television  culture  is  an 
unimaginably  long  mini-series. 
Until  then,  oil  to  spill! 


Like  the  oil  "crisis"  of 
1973,  this  drama--at  this 
point- seems  unlikely  to  hurry 
us  on  the  way  to  improving  our 
uses  of  energy.  Solar  and 
nuclear  power,  particularly, 
need  the  kind  of  R&D  support 
that  up  to  now  has  gone  only 
into  military  spending  and 
court  costs  to  defend  disgraced 
government  officials.  Of 
course,  driving  all  the  way 
back  from  New  Hampshire  in 
my  neat  Mazda  gave  me  time 
to  think  out  this  notion.  But  I 
made  sure  I  filled  the  tank 
with  cheap  American  gas 
before  I  hit  the  border. 

Geoffrey  Dowd 


Open  Letter  From 

Williamstown  to  the  Selwyn 

House  Community 

What  I  have  to  say  may 
appear  to  be  old  news.  David 
Price  has  left  Selwyn  House,  as 
have  his  companions.  Nexus, 
however,  remains,  as  does  the 
Selwyn  House  Community. 
Furthermore,  the  issues  of 
racism  and  overt  fascism 
raised  by  David's  last  editorial 
of  1989-90  (The  Best  And 
Worst  Of  Nexus)  will  not  go 
away  either.  They  are  not 
going  to  graduate  and  go  to 
college.  What  are  my  reasons 
for  writing  this  letter?  Several 
spring  to  mind.  But  the  most 
important  are  raw  anger  and 
rage  at  the  pall  this  editorial 
casts  on  Nexus'  short  history. 

What  now  of  the  article? 
One  first  notices  that  it  is  an 
Editorial  and  thus  can  pretend 
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to  be  the  official  position  of  the 
newspaper  as  a  whole. 
Obviously,  this  is  not  the  case: 
Nexus  editors  have  always 
been  allowed  complete  liberty 
to  express  their  personal  views 
in  the  editorial  space. 
However,  as  Nexus  becomes 
older  and  better  established 
and  increases  in  status  as  the 
official  "school"  paper,  perhaps 
the  editors  ought  to  consider 
articulating  a  clear  definition 
of  its  role  within  the 
community  and  what  is  or  is 
not  officially  "Nexus."  Such  an 
articulation  may  seem 
unnecessary,  but  as  Nexus' 
circulation  increases 

throughout  the  Community, 
the  editors  may  find  it  saving 
them  some  grief 

The  second  thing  one 
notices  is  the  double  title,  an 
echo  of  Hitlerian  rhetoric  ("My 
Canada"  in  place  of  Mein 
Vaterland;"Ein  Riech,  Ein  Volk, 
Ein  Kultur"  instead  of  "Ein 
Fuhrer").  Personal  feelings 
aside,  these  phrases  cross  even 
the  fuzzy  boundary  between 
what  is  indecent  yet  printable 
and  what  is  material  for  the 
censor's  wastebasket.  Anyone 
involved  in  making  editorial 
judgements  for  this  particular 
issue  of  Nexus^  including  all 
editorial  and  advisory 
members,  suffered  a  lapse  in 
judgement.  Not  greatly  (after 
all,  its  only  a  few  words,  right? 
mere  symbols?),  but 
nevertheless  a  lapse. 

Third,  one  encounters 
the  article  itself  One  scarcely 
knows  where  to  begin,  whether 
with  the  passing  off  of  opinion 
as  fact,  with  the  mistakes  in 


fact,  with  the  brazenly  juvenile 
style,  with  specific  points,  or 
with  the  overall  tone.  I 
suppose  one  might  start  near 
the  beginning  with  the 
sentence,  "The  turfocm  is  now  a 
legitimate  interpretation  of  the 
Canadian  identity  and  a 
suitable  replacement  for  a 
recognized  Canadian  s3nnbol.'' 
The  problem  with  this 
sentence  seems  to  be  less 
whether  it  is  true  than  with 
the  accuracy  of  the 
interpretation  it  reflects.  It 
seems  to  suggest  that  undue 
weight  is  being  given  to  one 
aspect  of  a  Canadian  minority, 
that  its  qualities  are  being 
imposed  on  the  rest  of 
Canadians,  when,  in  fact,  its 
religious  rights  are  simply 
being  respected  (like  the 
granting  of  the  Jewish 
Holidays  to  Jews  by  any 
number  of  institutions).  The 
implication  here,  as  through 
the  rest  of  the  article,  is  that  if 
a  minority  does  not  conform  to 
a  particular  "Canadian"  image 
(one  that  is  here  certainly 
parti ctilar  to  its  creator),  than 
it  is  not  and  never  can  be 
"Canadian",  and  that  if  its 
minority  rights  are  then 
respected  by  governmental 
institutions  in  areas  that  seem 
to  overlap  with  this  image,  the 
government  is  practicing 
"Political  and  cultural 
abdication." 

Other  problems  with  the 
article  include  its  own 
contradictions.  Near  the  end 
of  the  first  paragraph  David 
says,  "The  mixture  French 
(sic),  English,  Irish,  Scottish, 
Welsh,  and  other  European 


peoples  has  combined  to  create 
a  distinct,  Canadian  identity." 
In  the  next  paragraph,  he  cites 
one  of  the  problems  of 
Canadians  not  "realizing  their 
distinctness  because  of.. .the 
lack  of  a  clearly  defined 
national  identity..."  He  also 
mistakenly  states  that  Canada 
patriated  its  constitution  in 
1984.  That  was  the  year 
Pierre  Trudeau  stepped  down, 
not  the  year  (1982)  in  which  he 
patriatated  the  constitution. 

One  of  the  biggest 
problems  I  have  with  the 
article,  however,  is  not  Dave's 
ignorance  of  recent  history;  it 
is  his  ignorance  of  the  meaning 
of  the  word  "culture."  His 
interpretation  of  the  word 
"multiculturalism"  seems  also 
erroneous.  He  states  that  all 
multiculturalists  believe  that 
we  have  "no  ctdture  of  our  own 
so  (sic)  it  must  be  the  sum  of 
its  parts  or  a  cultural  mosaic". 
I  think  rather  that 
multiculturalism 
acknowledges  that  culture  is 
not  something  static,  created 
at  a  fixed  moment  in  the  past 
and  not  subject  to  evolution  or 
change.  Culture  is  instead  a 
phenomenon  constantly  in  a 
state  of  flux,  absorbing  new 
elements  gradually, 

imperceptibly,  daily.  Culture 
means  different  things  for 
different  people.  Not  all  people 
may  agree  that  turbans  are 
part  of  the  Canadian  culture; 
that  is  their  right.  What  is  not 
their  right  is  to  impose  that 
view  on  the  people  who  believe 
that  it  is. 

David  Price  sounds  as 
though  he  had  a  knee-jerk. 
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xenophobic  reaction  to  the 
announcement  that  Sikhs 
could  now  wear  their  turbans 
in  the  Mounties  and  had  to 
fabricate  a  coherent,  rational 
explanation  for  his  point  of 
view  so  that  he  could  publish 
it.  Unfortunately,  the  rational 
explanation  of  the  irrational 
doesn't  quite  wash.  By  this 
futile  effort,  Dave  has  come 
dangerously  close  to  publicly 
shaming  both  Nexus  and 
Selwyn  House  School.  I  am 
not  going  to  continue  to 
analyse  at  length  the 
contortions  and  contradictions 
of  the  editorials.  Perhaps 
David  should  petition  the 
House  of  Commons  for  his  own 
sovereign  Canadian  homeland. 
His  bubble  would  then  be 
complete. 

Blake  Ferger 


Where  is  \^^lliamstown 
Anyway? 

Ferger  is  such  a  boring 
writer  one  is  almost  inclined  to 
believe  that  he  speaks  the 
truth.  In  his  attempt  to  destroy 
the  position  I  took  in  my 
editorial  "My  Canada"  and  to 
cast  doubt  on  whether  or  not  it 
should  even  have  been  printed, 
Ferger  indulges  in  cheap  shots, 
empty  rhetoric  and  erroneous 
extrapolations  about  my 
beliefs. 

First  let's  look  at  the 
cheap  shots.  Ferger  feels 
inclined  to  point  out  with  a 


little  "sic"  that  the  word  "or 
was  omitted  from  the  sentence 
"The  mixture  flf  French  ..." 
Ferger's  point  in  daing  this  is 
to  try  and  lump  me  together 
with  all  the  hot-headed,  anti- 
intellectual  proponents  of  half- 
baked  right-wing  ideologies. 
This  type  of  tactic  is  not  a 
commendable  one  for  anyone, 
but  Ferger  is  especially  to  be 
condemned    because    he    is 
aware  that  Nexus   has  what  is 
at  best  an  amateur  typing  crew 
(myself  included).  Ferger's 
second  cheap  shot  centers  on  a 
2  and  a  4.  I  made  an  honest 
mistake.  I  was  not  trying  to 
slant     the     facts     to     my 
advantage  (as  Ferger  would  no 
doubt  like  to  accuse  me  and 
thus  f\irther  associate  me  with 
the  intentional  propagandists). 
I  apologize.      Ferger,  on  the 
other    hand,    has    made    a 
mistake  of  sixty  years  or  so  in 
dating   the    source    for   the 
subtitle  of  my  article.  The 
motto  "Ein  Reich,  Ein  Volk, 
Ein    Gott"    (meaning    One 
Kingdom,  One  People,  One 
God)  was  the  state  motto  of  the 
German  Empire  as  united  in 
1871.  Hitler  adapted  it  for  his 
own  uses.  To  have  the  third 
item  be  "Ein  Fuhrer"  (One 
Leader).  An  explanatory  note 
that  would  have  mollified 
Ferger  was  cut  off  for  the  same 
reason      words      like     "of" 
sometimes  fail  to  appear.  To 
me  the  original  contains  ideas 
that  should  be  inspirational  to 
all  peoples  and  all  cultures. 

This  little  discussion 
leads  me  to  the  claims  that  I 
am  a  racist  and  overt  fascist. 
Racists      believe      in      the 


superiority  and  supremacy  of 
one  race  over  another.  Fascists 
are  militaristic,  statist, 
nationalistic  and  dictatorial. 
Apart  from  nationalism  (my 
brand  of  which  differs 
considerably  from  Fascists')  I 
do  not  hold  any  of  these  beliefs. 
I  do  not  believe  in  current 
Canadian  cultural  and 
immigration  policies.  I  believe 
in  a  clear  definition  of 
Canadian  culture.  I  do  not 
believe  in  forcing  anything  on 
anybody.  I  think  that 
Canadian  culture  and 
traditions  have  the  right  to 
exist  unchallenged  in 
Canadian  institutions. 

Furthermore  this  reaction  of 
mine  is  not  knee-jerk:  I  have 
long  believed  that  this 
country's  cultural  policies  are 
off  track.  The  Sikhs  and  their 
turbans  only  provided  an 
incident  on  which  I  coiild  focus 
my  argvunent. 

Ferger's  vacuousness  is 
nowhere  clearer  than  when  he 
accuses  me  of  contradictions 
(plural).  What  he  manages  to 
do  is  point  out  one  of  the 
ironies  that  I  wished  to  discuss 
anyway.  Just  because  people 
do  not  realize  their 
distinctness  does  not  mean 
they  are  not  distinct.  It  was  an 
awareness  of  that  distinctness 
I  wished  to  create.  Also,  just 
because  something  is  not 
clearly  defined  does  not  mean 
that  it  does  not  exist.  Ferger  is 
trying  to  make  pejorative 
labels  stick  merely  by  uttering 
them.  Maybe  Ferger  is  a  closet 
McCarthyite? 

As  for  Ferger's  claim 
that  I  do  not  understand  the 
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term  culture  (which  he  never 
substantiates),  nothing  could 
be  further  from  the  truth.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  I  rather  like  his 
definition  of  culture.  I 
recognize  that  a  culture  is  and 
always  should  be  growing  and 
changing.  My  objection  to 
multiculturalism  is  that  it  does 
not  allow  this  process  of 
growth  to  happen  naturally. 
Multiculturalism  cuts  short 
the  development  of  a  culture 
by  having  its  growth  defined  in 
terms  of  another,  foreign 
culture.  The  point  I  wish  to 
make  is  true  by  definition. 
What  is  Indian  or  Pakistani 
(e.g.  the  turban)  is  not 
Canadian.  Why  then  should 
representatives  of  Canadian 
law  enforcement  wear  such  a 
thing?  I  have  no  desire  to 
impose  my  nation's  symbols  on 
Sikhs;  I  merely  wish  to  keep 
my  culture  free  of  foreign 
influences.  They  are  welcome 
to  do  the  same.  A  sophisticated 
rebuttal  of  my  case  and  a 
convincing  explanation  of  the 
opposing  view  is  possible,  but 
Ferger  has  certainly  not  come 
up  with  it. 

One  last  error  I  noted  in 
Ferger's  article:  only  my 
friends  call  me  Dave. 


David  Price 
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Madrid,  Spain,  Svmmer 

1988 


-No,  I  don't  want  a  cigar. 
-iQue? 


Ah  yes,  the  relentless  cigar 
and    food    sellers    and    an 

Ready  for  a  great  day,  I  interesting  mix  of  manure  and 
awoke  at  an  early  10:30 
(Listen,  10:30  on  vacation  is 
pretty  early.)  I  was  quite 
psyched  to  go  see  a  gory, 
graphic,  bloody  bullfight  at 
the  huge  Plaza  de  Toros 
arena  near  Madrid.  (No,  I 
am  not  a  sadist.)  I 
descended  the  worn  out 
stairs  of  the  overrated  hotel 
(the  elevator  was  broken)  to 
eat. 

After  eating  a 
"hambourgar"  and  a 
"chezbourgar"  as  well  as 
drinking  an  unpleasantly 
luke-warm,  flat  "Coca",  I  got 
my  my  camera  ready  to  see 
wonderful  young  matadors 
fighting  for  their  lives 
against  a  wicked  bull.  Bull 
fights  are  held  very  few 
times  a  year,  and  I  was 
lucky  that  it  was  held  when 
I  was  there.  Getting  tickets 
was  an  enlightening 
experience:  four  hours  in 
line,  trying  to  explain  that 
you  were  not  asking  for  a 
good  restaurant  (  although  I 
should  have),  and  finally 
trying  to  explain  that  you 
wanted  tickets.  Tough. 

Same  city,  Same  time, 
Different  attitude. 


Sitting  on  the  cold 
stone      "seats",       cramped 
together  with  no  one  who 
speaks  anything  but  Spanish. 


J 

sweaty  odors.  Great  fun. 
Then  a  bunch  of  drunk 
bullfight  hooligans  came  and 
sat  behind  me.  The  rain  came 
down    and    up    went    the 


umbrellas,   except   for  the 
drunkards  in  back. 

[Close      your      damn 
umbrella!]    (or  something  like 
that)   And,  Wham,  a  big  hand 
of   the    "father    figure" 
collapsed  my  umbrella. 

Finally,  we  got  going. 
The  swaggering  bull  comes 
in,  and  horsemen  drive 
their  long  spiked  spears 
into  the  drugged  anumal. 
Nest  stage  of  torture: 
"men"  with  tight,  frilly, 
orange  suits  come  in  and 
throw  overgrown  darts  into 
the  bloody  back  of  the 
shrinking  bull.  Then,  a 
few  guys  come  out  and  tire 
the  bull  out  by  taxmting  it 
with  the  famous  red  capes. 
016?  Ah,  here  comes  the 
"man"  of  the  tournament, 
who  sticks  a  long  sword 
between  the  shoulder 
blades  of  the  defenseless 
animal.  Great 

entertainment,  national 
sport,  fun  pastime,  huge 
event,  and  five  more 
pathetic  bulls  to  go  that 
day.  A  useless  crazy 
"sport."  The  bull,  a 
scapegoat  of  our  mesed  up 
society  is  dead.  A  useless 
Middle  Age  "sport"  in  the 
twentieth  century.  (If  I 
have  offended  any  bullfight 
fans  who  have  seen  a 
bullfight  in  person,  I 
meant  to.) 

Ali  Dibadj 


Don't  Light  Your  Life  Away 

Anybody  got  a  light? 
Not  a  Bud  Lite,  a  lighter.  You 
know,  for  cigarettes.  We  all 
look  and  feel  so  much  cooler 
when  we're  smoking.  Isn't  that 
what  all  the  ads  imply?  Don't 
let  them  fool  you.  Smoking  is 
one  of  the  most  disgusting, 
self-destructive,  anti-social 
habits  that  pervades  our 
society  today. 

In  an  average  cigarette, 
there  are  over  3000  chemical 
substances.  Of  these,  four 
substances — carbon  monoxide, 
nicotine,  tars,  and  smoke 
particles —  have  been 
scientifically  linked  to  the 
development  of  diseases. 

Carbon  monoxide  (CO), 
as  any  chemistry  student  will 
tell  you,  interferes  with  the 
body's  ability  to  relay  oxygen 
particles  to  the  lungs.  In 
effect,  it  suffocates  you. 
Carbon  monoxide  also  comes 
out  of  the  tailpipe  of  cars,  has 
caused  countless  deaths  due  to 
suffocation,  and  is  invisible. 
Think  about  that  next  time 
you  puff  away.  In  smokers,  CO 
has  been  linked  to  heart 
disease  due  to  the  hardening  of 
the  arteries. 

Next  on  the  list  is 
nicotine.  Nicotine  (05^0^14^2^ 
is  exceedingly  poisonous.  In 
its  pure  form,  nicotine  excites  a 
rapid  pvdse  leading  to  collapse 
or  death.  It  is  also  invaluable 
as  an  insecticide.  And  people 
breathe  this  voluntarily?!? 
More  importantly,  however, 
nicotine  in  cigarettes  is  related 
to  stomach  and  intestinal 
ulcers.  But  don't  take  my  word 


for  it;  ask  any  doctor. 

The  last  two  substances 
known  to  be  dangerous  in 
cigarettes,  tar  and  the  actual 
smoke  particles,  do  practically 
all  the  damage  to  your  lungs. 
Tar  is  carcinogenic,  much  like 
the  stuff  they  use  to  pave 
roads,  whereas  25%  of  all 
smoke  particles  entering  your 
limgs  get  trapped  in  the  lining 
there.  The  particles  are  then 
absorbed  and  can  lead  to  scar 
tissue  and  the  eventual 
deterioration  of  your  lungs. 
This  is  why,  and  it  doesn't  take 
a  rocket  scientist  to  figure  it 
out,  the  advertising  of 
cigarettes  has  been  banned  on 
radio  and  television.  Free 
speech  notwithstanding, 
smoking  is  dangerous  and 
people  have  passed  laws  to 
protect  themselves  from  it. 

After  all  this,  why  would 
anyone  smoke?  When  we 
already  breathe  in  enough 
smoke  daily  from  pollution, 
why  would  we  augment  that  by 
smoking?  No       reason 

particularly?  Then  what  about 
everybody  else?  How  does 
everybody  else  feel  when 
someone  starts  burning  up  the 
3000  chemical  substances  in  a 
cigarette?  There  are,  after  all, 
much  better  and  cheaper  ways 
to  deal  with  frustrations. 

Finally,  on  a  last  and 
more  positive  note,  a  smoker's 
average  life  expectancy  is  three 
to  four  years  less  than  that  of  a 
non-smoker.  For  heavy 
smokers  (two  packs  or  more 
per  day)  life  expectancy  may  be 
reduced  by  eight  years.  Your 
enjoyment  of  life  will  probably 
decrease  much  sooner  if  you 
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contract  emphysema  or  one  of 
the  other  lovely  lung  diseases 
brought  about  by  smoking. 
Think  about  it.  If  you  can 
think  as  logically  as  Selwyn 
House  is  supposed  to  have 
taught  you  to  do,  you  shouldn't 
have  even  needed  to  read  this 
article.  You  should  have  been 
smart  enough  to  figure  it  out 
yourself. 

"Slow"  Joe  Copeland 


Me  So  Homy 

For  some  reason,  certain 
news  stories  receive  extensive 
coverage.  The  recent  court  case 
for  the  rap  group  2  Live  Crew 
down  in  Florida  was  covered 
by  every  form  of  mass  media. 
Almost  everybody  knows  what 
happened:  the  hard-core 
rappers  were  arrested  for 
preforming  obscene  material; 
after  much  deUberation,  a  jury 
found  them  innocent.  The 
decision,  however,  was  not 
all-inclusive:  their  album  (As 
Nasty  As  They  Wanna  Be)  is 
still  considered  officially 
obscene  material  in  the  state; 
the  sheriff  who  arrested  them 
swears  he  will  do  the  same  if 
they  ever  again  hold  a  show  in 
his  country;  the  crew  have 
eliminated  crude  words  from 
their  act,  letting  the  audience 
fill  them  in;  and  a  Floridian 
record  store  owner  is  in  jail  for 
the  selling  the  album  in 
question.  This  could,  perhaps, 
be  passed  off  as  an  unfortunate 
incident  with  few 

repercussions. 

Similar  patterns. 


though,  are  all  around.  An 
Ontario  man  was  arrested  for 
selling  the  same  album 
recently.  A  jury  oyercame  a 
deadlock  and  acquitted  a 
British  Coliimbia-based  music 
recording  compsiny  of  obscenity 
charges  for  producing  and 
selling  albums  by  the  speed- 
metal  band  DayGlo  Abortions. 
Judas  Priest,  another  heavy- 
metal  band,  was  barely  found 
not  guilty  of  inciting  two  male 
adults  to  suicide  by  including 
subliminal  messages  on  their 
recordings.  Last  year,  the 
infamous  Ozzie  Osboume  was 
brought  to  court—but 
eventually  released-'On  the 
grounds  that  a  teenager  was 
inspired  to  kill  himself  by  the 
song  "  Suicide  Solution" 
(which,  by  the  way,  is  reputed 
to  be  about  alcohol,  not  death). 
I'm  beginning  to  wonder  if  I'm 
the  only  one  that  sees  a 
problem  emerging. 

The  only  good  aspect  of 
all  this  is  that,  with  the 
exception  of  the  Florida 
salesman,  nobody  has  yet  been 
found  guilty  by  the  courts.  But 
that's  little  to  be  thankful  for: 
it  is  bad  enough  that  the 
singers  must  argue  their  cases 
before  a  jury.  Besides,  it  may 
only  be  a  matter  of  time  until  a 
major  decision  goes  the  other 
way  and  sets  a  dangerous 
precedent.  These  incidents 
cannot  be  ignored. 

The  first  general 
assvunption  made  by  those  in 
favor  of  censoring  music  is  that 
people's  actions  are  directly 
affected  by  the  lyrics  of  the 
songs  they  listen  to.  Perhaps 
the  constant  influence  of  new 


ideas  may  provoke  some 
individuals  to  reevaluate  their 
value  systems.  But  to  claim 
that  fans  of  hard-core  music 
are  led  to  evil  actions  by  their 
idols  grants  no  respect  for  the 
human  will.  Demonstrating 
that  people  who  listen  to  music 
that  reflects  certain  values 
hold  these  same  values  is  an 
invalid  argument.  These 
people  already  hold  these 
morals,  and  would  hold  them 
even  if  they  were  not  exposed 
to  their  music;  they  choose 
their  music  according  to  their 
philosophies,  not  vice— versa. 
The  three  people  that 
commited  suicide  had  severe 
drug-addiction  and 

psychological  problems.  It  is 
almost  certain  they  would  have 
killed  themselves  no  matter 
what  music  they  were  allowed 
to  listen  to.  People  cannot  be 
so  directly  influenced  by  the 
ideas  expressed  in  the  music 
they  listen  to. 

Another  fault  present  in 
those  that  condone  censorship, 
but  (strangely  enough)  not  in 
most  others,  is  the  literal 
interpretation  of  music  that 
offends  certain  sensibilities. 
Often,  the  singers  are  adopting 
a  character  to  make  a  point. 
In  the  same  way  that  John 
Lennon  wrote  his  songs  from 
the  point  of  view  of  an  average, 
middle-class  Englishman, 
N.W.A.  write  their  songs  from 
the  point  of  view  of  poor,  black, 
bigoted  street  gang  members. 
Song  lyrics  are  a  kind  of 
fiction.  Or,  perhaps,  they're  a 
joke.  2  Live  Crew  is  trying  to 
be  funny,  not  prurient.  Many 
people  don't  find  lyrics  such  as 


"I  order  you  to  rape  your 
mother "  to  be  funny,  but  that  is 
the  intent.  The  censors  must 
learn  to  interpret  musicians, 
not  to  take  them  at  their  word. 

A  similar  knee-jerk 
reaction  is  present  when  lyrics 
are  declareed  obscene.  In  the 
legal  sense,  an  obscene  work  is 
one  created  with  the  sole 
intent  of  inspiring  sexual 
arousal,  excluding  all  artistic 
and  entertainment-directed 
motives.  This  obviously  does 
not  apply  to  the  condemned 
material.  The  songs  were 
created  to  inspire  party-like 
fun,  not  to  gratify  sexual 
impulses.  I  have  trouble 
picturing  a  man  getting  an 
erection  by  listening  to  rap 
music.  Simply  because  a  song 
is  about  sex  doesn't  mean  it's 
erotic.  The  only  difference 
between  Luther  Campbell's 
lyrics  and  an  intellectual 
discussion  on  sex  is  the  level  of 
subtlety  and  the  words  used 
(and  the  attitude  taken).  Even 
if  we  accept  the  existing 
obscenity  laws  and  the 
generally  flawed  societal 
attitude  towards  what  is 
obscene,  we  cannot  justifiably 
claim  that  the  music  in 
question  is  obscene  and 
therefore  illegal. 

Even  if  an  individual 
finds  a  piece  of  music 
disgusting,  he  or  she  has  no 
right  to  ban  it.  There  is 
nothing  forcing  this  person  to 
listen  to  the  song.  People 
make  the  point  that  they  can 
no  longer  turn  on  a  radio  or 
television  without  experiencing 
something  crude.  First,  this  is 
a  lie.    Even  if  it  weren't,  the 


NEXUS  5.2 

people  have  every  ability  to  describe  any  sort  of  certain  things.  They  are  after 
turn  the  device  off.  They  may  unconsenting  sex:  if  the  all.  somewhat  impressionable. 
be  deprived  of  the  opportunity  women  are  being  violated,  they  For  this  reason  a  degree  of 
to  hsten  to  the  radio,  but  this  have  no  problem  with  that,  censorship  in  public 
18  a  far  lesser  evil  than  the  Even  in  other  cases,  where  broadcasting  exists,  as  do  age 
denial  of  the  legal  right  of  illegal  acts  are  being  described,  restrictions  on  record 
other  people  to  ever  hear  they  are  not  being  condoned  or.  purchasing  and  record 
certain  music.  A  complain  on  the  lowest  level,  performed,  labelling.  None  of  these 
about  crude  broadcasting  is  However,  groups  like  the  Klu  infringe  on  the  adult  right  to 
one  of  quality,  not  of  integrity.  Klux  Klan,  which  seriously  see  and  hear  anything 
Music  cannot  be  censored  promote  violence  and  racism,  available,  which  must  not  be 
based  on  merit,  since  this  is  are       allowed       to       exist,  denied. 

such   a   subjective   quality.  Supposedly,  as  long  as  you  stay  I  am  hardly  surprised  by 

Besides,  there  is  reasonable  off  the  subject  of  sex,  all  that  happened  here.  I  am. 
legislation  concerning  what  everything  is  fine.  Gershin  however,  somewhat  mystified 
can  be  publicly  broadcast.  Legman  wrote.  "Murder  is  a  that  the  right-wingers  are  able 
What  the  prosecution  in  the  crime.  Describing  murder  is  to  get  away  with  so  much, 
court  cases  is  concerned  with  is  not.  Sex  is  not  a  crime,  especially  when  they  represent 
the  banning  of  recordings  they  Describing  sex  is. "  Perhaps  such  a  small  portion  of  the 
deem  immoral.  This  does  not  people  should  repair  their  population  (according  to  a 
involve  people  having  to  listen  value  systems.  At  least  they  recent  survey  only  24%  of 
to  music  they  disUke.  but  other  could  stop  imposing  them  on  Canadian  adults  approve  of 
people  not  being  allowed  to  others.  Its  time  we  put  our  record  banning).  It's  probably 
listen   to   music   they   like,   morals  in  order.  because  the  people  that  make 

Individual  morals  and  tastes  Its      also      time      the  the    decisions    are    so    far 

cannot  be  imposed  on  others,  importance  of  free  speech  was  removed  from  the  effects  of 
As  long  as  nobody  is  hurt,  recognized.  It  is  one  of  our  their  decisions.  None  of  the 
there  is  no  justification  for  the  greatest  liberties.  A  judge  in  prosecuters  could  possibly  be 
restrictions  of  people's  actions.  Canada  commented  on  speed-metal  or  rap  fans,  or 
It  is  not  the  role  of  the  obscenity  cases  by  saying  that  could  possibly  care  less  about 
government  to  decide  what  free  speech  was  created  to  speed-metal  of  rap  fans  (or 
people  should  do  for  guarantee  the  pursual  of  their  rights).  It  is.  after  all,  a 
entertainment,  provided  no  intellectual  pursuits,  not  shame  that  free  speech  must 
harm  is  being  done  to  others.  sexual  or  crude-entertainment  be  held  up  using  2  Live  Crew 
An  opera  singer,  when  related  ones.  Wrong  again,  or  Dayglo  Abortions  as 
asked  to  comment  on  the  2  Free  speech  must  cover  all  examples.  But  free  speech 
Live  Crew  case  had  this  to  say,  methods  and  topics  of  must  be  held  up.  Music  is  one 
'We  have  laws  so  that  you  communication.  If  it  is  limited  of  the  more  important  means 
can't  smoke  on  an  airplane,  by  false  obscenity  charges  or  of  communication  available, 
but  we  are  allowing  people  to  otherwise,  its  value  is  lost,  and  must  be  subject  to  the 
describe  all  sorts  of  violations  Unconditional  freedom  of  same  laws  as  any  other.  It 
being  performed  on  a  woman's  speech  is  necessary  or  we  should  enjoy  further  liberties 
body.  It's  time  we  put  our  become  a  sterile,  restricted  as  an  art  form  as  well, 
morals  in  order."    At  least  she  society  Banning   music   is,   in   the 

got  the  last  part  right.    She,  Well,   not  completely  simplest  terms,  evil, 

obviously,  however,  has  not  unconditional.  It       is  It      all      feels      like 

listened  to  the  record  she  is  permissable  to  prevent  the  book-burning  to  me. 
talking  about.    They  do  not  very    young    from    hearing  Mathew  Pelton 
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Blazers  Of  Glory  comfort  should  be  made  by    Sordid  TWes  of  Gonzo  City. 

bim.    So  students  should  be  An  International  Adventure 

You  re  standing,  waiting  able  to  decide  for  themselves 
impatiently  for  Grace  to  be  whether  or  not  to  take  their  There    lies    a    bright 

said.    Around  you.  your  peers  blazers  ofif.  ft^ture  beyond  the  heavy  oaken 

whisper    loudly    and    rock  Teachers  might  argue  doors  of  Selwyn  House.    Many 

anxiously  from  foot  to  foot.  At  that  blazers  should  be  worn  to  years  of  corporate-molding 
last,  Grace  is  said.  You  sigh  maintain  the  school's  image,  and  subliminal  mind  control 
"Amen "  with  relief  (or  not).  Blazers,  however,  too  have  prepared  the  new  stream 
Squished  as  you  are  between  impractical  in  such  close  of  Selwyn  House  graduates  for 
two  of  your  fellows,  you  soon  quarters.  Long  sleeves  get  in  a  task  of  paramount 
get  very  hot.  You  look  up  and  the  way,  and  invariably  into  importance:  the  earning  of 
glance  furtively  around  you.  the  meals.  People  end  up  heavy,  hard,  six-figure  yearly 
No  teachers.  You're  safe.  You  sitting  on  each  other's  blazers  incomes.  Few  of  us  can  wait  to 
take  off  your  blazer  and  which  is  both  annoying  and  trade  in  our  uniforms  for 
quietly  toss  it  onto  a  imcomfortable,  and  in  the  end,  Armani  suits  and  squash 
windowsill.  Now  you  can  sit  everybody's  blazer  ends  up  rackets.  This  proud  and  noble 
down  and  "enjoy"(or  not)  lunch,  sporting  some  remnant  of  the  generation  of  future 
A  couple  of  minutes  later,  you  meal. It  would  be  far  more  statesmen,  corporate  raiders, 
feel  a  large  heavy  hand  come  impressive  to  have  our  blazers  and  secret  police  chiefs  will  no 
to  rest  on  your  shoulder,  off  than  to  have  them  covered  doubt  leave  this  institution 
"Boys,  I  have  spoken  about  in  lunch.  with     a     glorious     anthem 

this  before.    You're  to  keep  Most  students  resent  it  resonating  throughout  the 

your  blazers  on  during  lunch,  because  it  seems  pointless,   cold,  hollow  vacuums  over 
Now  put  it  back  on!"    bellows  What  need  is  there  to  force  their  shoulders.     It  is  the 
the  teacher.    How  often  have  students  to  wear  their  blazers  anthem  of  Profit, 
you     seen     this     happen?  during  the   25   minutes   of  Everyone  except  for  me. 

Another  absolutely  lunch,  their  only  free  time  of  Yes,   old  chaps,   the   day  I 

insignificant  thing  that  seems  the  day?  The  policy  leaves  scamper  out  of  the  Lucas 
to  have  become  every  teachers  students  uncomfortable,  and  building  with  my  diploma  like 
obsession.  blazers  dirty.    Moreover,  it  some  diseased  Peruvian  Llama 

Lunch  is,  or  at  least  creates  an  unnecesary  in  the  throes  of  an  Imodium 
should  be,  a  relaxing  and  resentment  of  authority.  By  Anti-Diarrehic  capsule  binge, 
enjoyable  experience.  Despite  taking  laxer  stands  on  this  I'll  pack  my  bags  and  flee  off  to 
soups  that  defy  one's  insignificant  issue,  perhaps  life  the  Land  of  Plenty.  You  see, 
imagination,  and  mystery  would  be  more  enjoyable  for  I'm  the  by-product  of  more 
menus,  by  and  large  students  all.  than   sixteen  interminable 

do  enjoy  their  lunches.    Many  years  of  Sleaze  culture  and 

would    find    it    much    more  Prosanto  Chaudhury  television  ultra-violence.  I  was 

enjoyable  if  they  could  take  ofif  bred  on  a  nutritious  diet  of 

their  blazers  while  eating.  Rambo  and  Wall  Street.    I 

And  why  not?    By  the  time  learned   to   love   automatic 

you're  in  the  senior  school,  you  weapons  and  Marlboros  at  the 

don't  need  someone  to  tell  you  tender  age  of  five.    When  I 

when  you're  hot  or  cold:  no  one  turned  eight,  I  named  my  baby 

but  the  individual  knows  when  Doberman  Pinscher  "Uzi "  and 

he  is  uncomfortable  and  so  all  sold    ^V   little    brother   to 

decisions  pertaining  to  his  Panamanian  drug  overlords. 
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The  Eastern 
Mediterranean;  Air  Sri 
Lanka  Flight  109 
Tuesday,  October  IS,  1990 

By  six  o'clock  I'll  be 
flying  seven  miles  above  the 
glistening  waters  of  the 
Mediterranean  in  a  comigated 
Sri  Lankan  synthetic  poo-poo 
transport  with  an  illicit 
weapons  cache  large  enough  to 
make  me  VERY  rich  and  obese. 
After  all,  there  are  many 
well-connected  power  hungry 
megalomaniacs  with  genocidal 
tendencies  in  this  power— keg 
region  of  the  globe. 

I'm  considered  a  pretty 
popular  guy  here  in  the  Near 
Orient.  On  any  given  Friday 
evening,  I'll  head  down  to  the 
green  line  with  my  friends 
Mustapha,  Jamil,  Salaam, 
Abu,  and  Fawzi:  a.k.a.  "The 
Amal  Militia  Five",  and  shoot  a 
couple  of  goats  fro  fun.  Later, 
we'll  probably  grab  a  couple  of 
Pizzas  and  take  a  Western 
hostage.  Contrary  to  popular 
opinion,  none  of  the  "politically 
kidnaping"  are  premeditated 
are  actually  insurgency 
operations.  The  truth  of  the 
matter  is  that  middle  eastern 
radicals  have  massive  egos  to 
nurture.  The  real  purpose  of  a 
kidnapping  is  to  impress  as 
many  Babes  as  possible. 
Heres  an  example  for  all  of 
you  unfamiliar  in  this 
mysterious  cultural 

phenomenon:  Let's  say  the 
Druze  militia  decides  to  take 
Dennis  Hopper  hostage  (the 
man  just  loves  to  be  sedated) 
the  ol'  Amal  popular  front  boys 


will  almost  certainly  feel 
threatened.  It's  a  generally 
accepted  rule  in  Lebanon  that 
ONLY  Druze  radicals  are 
permitted  to  kidnap  aging, 
drugged  out  Hollywood  geeks. 
In  a  couple  of  weeks,  the 
popular  front  will  retaliate  by 
abducting  Julio  Iglesias  from 
his  over-stuffed  penthouse  and 
well  fortified  legion  of  party 
dancing  girls.  The  man  is  an 
extremely  popular  guy  with  an 
Abu  Dhabi  Rolls  Royce,  jet  set 
and  a  lethargic  Disco  Boy  and 
EVERYBODY  wants  dead. 
The  terrorist  group  with  the 
Bedouin  scarf  clad  Arafat 
groupies  wins  the  popularity 
war.  Such  is  the  sorted  taste  of 
affairs  in  the  Middle  East. 

Back  in  Amerika,  my 
reputation  loses  its  Tehran 
Touch.  I'm  on  the  Bush 
Administration's  "Most 

Dangerous  And  Stupid"  list.  I 
used  to  be  an  all  Canadian  boy, 
but  I've  long  since  traded  in 
my  football  and  stuffed  beaver 
for  an  NRA  membership  and  a 
pair  of  silver  lined  velour 
bell-bottoms.  Most  average, 
law-abiding  republican  bent 
Barry  Goldwater  loving  closet 
fascist  types  regard  me  with 
particular  disgust.  Late 
Wednesday  night,  some  good 
old  boys  from  Coeur  D'Alene, 
Idaho  (Need  I  say  more?) 
telephoned  my  humble 
residence  and  threatened  to 
incinerate  me  lest  I  stop 
corrupting  well-meaning 
American  folk  with  my 
patented  "Che  Guevera 
Signature  Leftist  Angolan- 
Propaganda."  Suffice  to  say,  I 
was  extremely  shocked. 


SAN  LUIS  OBISPO, 
CALIFORNIA:  OCT.  16, 
1990. 

Oh  God,  now  the  Surf- 
Maoists  are  on  my  trail... 
Any  second  now,  the  two 
Sekret  Service  (SS)  agents 
with  Bavarian  names  like 
Wolfgang  and  Adolf  will  knock 
down  my  Kevlar-lined  front 
door.  With  the  aid  of  six  crazed 
assault  mutts,  they  will  carry 
me  off  to  a  "re-education" 
facility  in  the  suburbs  of 
Hometown  USA  (Tulsa, 
Oklahoma),  where  I  will  be 
hooked  up  to  a  PA  system 
screaming  out  ceaseless 
renditions  of  Amazing  Grace 
for  all  eternity.  With  paranoid 
visions  of  a  retarded  high- 
school  choir  singing  America 
the  Beautiful  on  four  hundred 
decibel  full-afterburner,  I 
proceeded  t  bar  the  windows 
and  fortify  my  security 
perimeter.  I  was  loaded  and 
ready.  Two  raving  little  CIA 
automaton  would  have  to:  1) 
Cross  the  anti-personnel  mine 
field  on  the  front  lawn,  tucked 
discreetly  beneath  the 
geraniums  and  begonias,  and 
not  too  merciful  on  peeing 
canines,  he,  he. 

2)  Pass  undetected  through  the 
laser  tripwire  system  while 
fending  a  vicious  herd  of  rabid 
mutant  sheep  (my  dog  Uzi 
included),  and  finally:  3) 
Survive  the  barrage  of  artillery 
fire  I  was  all  too  willing  to 
unleash  on  a  pair  of  Secret 
Service  infidels  with  no  respect 
for  the  Constitution. 

ED"S  NOTE:  AT  THIS 
POINT  THE  WRITER  OF 
THE  ARTICLE  SUFFERED 
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AN  ACUTE  PARANOIA- 
INDUCED  NERVOUS 
BREAKDOWN  AND  HAD  TO 
BE  FORCIBLE  RESTRAINED 
IN  ORDER  TO  ASSURE 
THAT  HE  COULD  NOT 
INFLICT  BODILY  HARM  ON 
HIMSELF  NOR  JEOPARDIZE 
THE  SAFETY  AND 
EMOTIONAL  STABILITY  OF 
INNOCENT  CIVILIANS  IN 
THE  IMMEDIATE  VICINITY. 

Javier  "President  for  Life" 
Schiffrin 


A  Dream  On  Iraq,  Israel, 
'Twin  Peaks"  and  Stuff 

I  awoke  sweating  from 
my  dream.  Perspiring  still 
profusely,  I  staggered  upstairs 
(since  my  bedroom  is  in  the 
basement)  to  the  kitchen  and 
downed  several  quarts  of 
Minute  Maid  orange  juice, 
which  could  have  been  either 
real  juice,  or  a  reasonable 
facsimile.  The  events  of  the 
last  few  weeks  of  my  still 
young  and  tender  life  were  still 
in  the  long  and  painful  process 
of  slowly  burning  their  images 
into  the  gray  matter  of  my 
brain,  which  as  everybody 
knows  is  by  far  the  most 
interesting  area  of  the  human 
anatomy:  Firstly,  Iraq  still 
controls  Kuwait,  as  Sadam 
Hussein  sits  like  a  giant 
lethargic  shug  in  the  "Moscow 
of  the  Middle  East",  the  huge, 
sprawling,  malodoious,  torpid 
sweat-drenched  city  of 
Baghdad,  home  of  such  late 
greats  as  Ali  Baba,  genie,  and 


flying  Persian  rugs  that 
probably  cost  more  than  I'll 
ever  be  able  to  afford.  It's  also 
been  known  to  harbour  the 
occasional  madman  or  two. 

At  any  rate,  the  second 
event  is  the  storming  of 
praying  Israelis  at  Jerusalem's 
Wailing  Wall  by  enraged 
Palestinians  who  have  reached 
that  particular  state  of  mental 
unrest  by  events  that  are 
unknown  to  this  humble 
author,  and  the  subsequent 
shootings  of  the  offending 
prayer-interrupters.  The 
result  was  twenty— one  slain 
Palestinian  stone  throwing 
psychopaths  whose  sole 
purpose  was  to  disrupt  and 
annoy  a  probably  equally 
violent  and  agitated  crowd  of 
black-cloaked, 
yamulka-wearing  Israelis 
sporting  Torahs  and 
sub-machine  guns. 

Thirdly,  something 
closer  to  home;  Laura  Palmer 
is  still  dead,  the  not-so-missed 
off-screen  star  of  Twin  Peaks 
now  lying  serenly  in  Twin 
Peaks  Cemetery.  At  least  I 
sure  hope  she's  dead;  imagine 
the  embarassement  the  Twin 
Peaks  mortician's  office  would 
feel  if  it  were  found  out  that 
she  wasn't  killed  by  a 
mysterious  "third  man"  but 
actually  by  suffocation!  Who  is 
Laura  Palmer?  Is  she  a  trollop 
and  a  drug  addict?  A  kind, 
sweet  girl  who  cares  for  shy 
intraverts?  One  of  Saddam 
Hussein's  "party  girls "?  Who 
cares? 

As  I  sat  down  on  the 
cold  kitchen  chair,  I  reviewed 
my  strange  and  bizarre  and. 
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strangely  enough,  enchanting 
dream!  Agent  Dale  Cooper, 
armed  with  an  Israeli-made 
SMG,  blasting  away  the 
offensive  overlord  of  oil  in  the 
name  of  peace,  justice,  and 
either  the  American,  Irsaeli,  or 
Armenian  way;  I  don't 
remember  which. 

So  what  does  it  mean? 
Am  I  a  product  of  a  violent 
military-industrial  complex, 
complete  with  an  aggreseive, 
chaotic  devotion  to  the 
destruiction  of  all  nations  save 
my  own?  Or  have  I  been 
brainwashed  by  my  Zionist 
counterparts  into  believing 
that  Palestinians  (which  are 
basically  the  same  as  Iraqis, 
but  only  have  lighter  skin)  are 
evil  land-grabbing  maniacs 
that  have  the  gall  to  demand 
land  back  that  was  theirs  to 
begin  with,  even  if  it  was 
stolen  fair  and  square? 

Or  maybe  I'm  a  TV 
regretable,  and  I  only  know 
about  world  events  because,  as 
I  sit  catatonically  in  front  of 
the  the  television  set,  hardly 
aware  of  my  surrounding 
environment,  my  eyes  long 
since  died  out,  that  news  from 
those  quick  minute  and  a  half 
blurbs  has  somehow  found  its 
way  into  the  recesses  of  my 
brain  and  burrowed  itself  into 
my  subconcious  without  me 
knowing  it. 

I  truly  believe  it's  a 
mixture  of  all  three.  This 
would  scare  some  of  our 
citizens,  the  same  ones  who 
believe  in  social  welfare,  books, 
the  Mamas  and  Papas  and  our 
opposal  to  free  trade.  These 
are  the  ones  I  believe  should 
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have  been  deported  to  Baffin 
Island  years  ago  when  we  had 
the  chance. 

I  figure,  if  we  can  have 
groovy  dreams  like  those  in 
days  like  these,  why  change 
anything? 

Patrick  Lejtenyi 


Super- Sex? 

Since  the  dawn  of  the 
modern  comic  book,  the 
defender  of  truth,  justice,  and 
the  American  way  has 
prevailed  as  the  single  most 
popular  fictional  character  in 
known  history.  However,  with 
the  recent  crazes  of  Batman 
and  Teenage  Mutant  Ninja 
Turtles,  D.C.  Comics  has 
suffered  a  great  blow,  realizing 
that  Superman  is  no  longer 
king.  Because  of  this,  the 
comic  company  has  decided, 
after  53  years,  to  make  Clark 
Kent  the  henpecked 
Superhusband  that  he  was 
destined  to  be,  as  seen  in  the 
recently  released  Superman 
#50. 

For  years  now,  people 
have  been  deeming  comics 
ridiculous  stories  for  the 
dreamers  of  the  20th  Century. 
With  the  announcement  of  this 
wedding,  however, 

psychologists  all  over  are 
looking  like  the  ridiculous 
people.  Case  in  point:  in  a 
late  October  interview  with 
Entertainment  Tonight,  Dr. 
Joyce  Brothers  once  again 
displayed  her  ignorance  with 
some  very  risqu6  superpoints. 


Brothers  claims  that 
Superman  might  not  have  a 
penis  as  he  is  an  ahen  being. 
Furthermore,  even  if  he  has  a 
penis,  there  is  no  telling  what 
effect  his  sperm  will  have  on 
Lois'  eggs  (Lois  Lane,  for  all 
you  Superman-Haters,  is  his 
wife-to-be).  Continuing  to 
look  stupid,  she  claims  that 
even  if  these  points  don't  make 
for  any  serious  problems, 
Super-Intercourse  will  be  flat 
as  53-year8  is  too  long  a  period 
of  fore-play.  She  claims  the 
marriage  won't  last. 

Dr.Joyce's  points  are 
making  this  historical  event  a 
farce.  If  I  were  planning  to 
ruin  the  wedding  like  she  is 
trying  to  do  (which,  I  assure 
you,  I  am  not)  I  would  include 
some  super-stupid  points  of 
my  own.  Give  Dr.WorsoflF  a  try: 
Superman  will  not  ever  be  able 
to  get  married  as  he  cannot  go 
for  the  compulsory  blood  test 
because  no  needle  can 
penetrate  his  super-skin.  He 
also  will  not  be  eligible  for  a 
marriage  license  as  he  will  not 
be  able  to  produce  a  passport 
(he  is  not  an  American  Citizen, 
nor  does  he  belong  to  any 
country  of  the  world,  as  D.C. 
comics  claims  that  he  is  a 
citizen  of  Krypton).  Worse 
still.  Superman  will  have 
another  dilemna  on  his  hands 
when  he  and  his 
Super-Intelligence  realize  that 
he  has  nowhere  to  get  married 
as  he  has  no  religion.  His 
creators,  Jerry  Siegel  and  Joe 
Shuster,  who  who  sold  the 
character  in  1938  for  the  low, 
low  price  of  $39.99  claim  that 
Clark  is  actually  a  Super-Jew, 
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while  D.C.  released  in  a  1987 
Time  article  that  Superman 
belonged  to  all  religions 
(Incidentally,  for  all  you  money 
lovers.  Superman's  net  worth 
is  somewhere  in  the  billions  of 
dollar  range). 

All  of  this 

Super-Nonsense  aside,  my 
advice  to  the  public  is  that  if 
you  believe  in  the  wedding, 
pick  up  your  Superman  #50  at 
a  comic  shop  near  you.  If  you 
are  a  Dr.Joyce  or  stupid 
WorsofiF  points  follower  and  do 
not  believe  in  the  wedding, 
then  just  relax  and  let  it 
happen.  Nobody  is  forcing  you 
to  buy  the  book.  Worse  still, 
for  those  who  believe  that 
chivalry  is  dead,  remember  the 
Skeptic  Golden  Rule,  "It's  only 
a  comic  book ". 

Robert  Worsofif 


We  Are  What  We  Read 

When  you  notice  that 
the  majority  of  our  society 
holds  a  certain  belief,  you  may 
wonder  why. 

However,  your  second 
guess-although  more  complex- 
-seems  more  likely.  You  realize 
that  this  belief  had  some  small 
origin,  when  a  few  people  held 
on  to  it  because  it  showed  a 
purpose  or  because  it  made 
sense  to  them.  And  they 
convinced  other  people  that 
this  belief  was  correct.  And 
these  people  convinced  more 
people.  And  the  belief  spread. 

How  did  all  these  people 


manaage  to  make  all  these 
other  people  believe?  The  most 
common  word  for  it  is 
"propaganda".  Unfortunately, 
though,  this  word  has  a 
negative  aura  so  let  me 
rephrase.  To  spread  their 
message,  people  will  make 
speeches  and  talk  to 
individuals  and  broadcast 
television  shows  and  put  up 
posters  and  write  letters  and 
stage  demonstrations  and 
print  newspapers.  And  write 
books. 

Like  Brave  New  World. 
Which,  for  those  of  you  who 
don't  know,  is  a  novel  that 
describes  a  futuristic  society 
and  preaches  individualism, 
respect  for  human  dignity,  and 
a  minor  role  for  government, 
and  which  is  taught  as  part  of 
our  grade  9  English  Literature. 

Or  Nineteen  Eighty- 
Four.  This  piece  of  literature 
is  Orwell's  masterpiece-which 
describes  a  futuristic  society 
and  preaches  individualism, 
respect  for  humsm  dignity  and 
a  minor  role  for  government. 
This  piece  of  literature  is  also 
included  in  our  grade  10 
English  course. 

Or  Animal  Farm. 
Another  novel  by  Orwell:  an 
allegory  for  the  Russian 
Revolution.  Its  basic  message 
is  anti-communist.  Which 
means  it,  too,  advises  against 
government  control. 

According  to 

mathematics,  three  values 
establish  a  pattern.  If  we  find 
more  than  two  cases  of  a 
happening,  it  is  unreasonable 
to  dismiss  as  coincidence.  Our 
English  coxirse  is  biased.    We 


are  being  taught  that 
totalitarianism  is  bad,  that 
laissez-faire  government  policy 
is  good.  I  do  not  say  I  disagree. 
I  simply  wonder  whether  it  is 
the  role  of  the  school  to  shape 
our  political  ideologies. 

There  is  not  enough 
room  here  to  prove  that 
Selwyn  House  is  not  rep>onsible 
to  teach  us  a  philosophical 
standpoint.  Let  it  stand  at 
this:  the  role  of  education  is 
learning;  we  should  be  taught 
fact,  not  opinion.  You  may  ask: 
if  our  schools  do  not  teach  us 
right  from  wrong,  how  will  we 
know?  I  don't  imderstand  why 
we  cannot  decide  for  ourselves. 

Not  that  our  English 
department  is  the  Ministry  of 
Truth,  feeding  us  prpaganda  to 
serve  their  own  purposes.  I 
find  a  subconscious  reason 
more  likely:  it  is  natural  to 
prefer  literature  whose 
message  coincides  with  one  s 
own.  Assuming  the  unnamed 
group  that  chooses  our  reading 
material  to  be  politically 
central,  we  can  easily  see  that 
they  would  believe  books  that 
denounce  political  intervention 
to  be  preferable.  And  they  are, 
therefore,  guiltless  when  the 
hand  us  those  works  to  study. 
However,  they  could  make  a 
stronger  effort  to  provide  a 
more  ideologically  varied 
curriculum.  Perhaps  they 
should. 


Matthew  Pelton 
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Those  Damn  Scientiatol... 

Yesterday  morning 
started  off,  as  most  mornings 
do,  with  the  usual  scowl  at  my 
indestructible  alarm  clock, 
followed  by  the  inevitable  (  and 
imbelievable)  shower  that  was 
supposed  to  arouse  my 
unyielding  thoughts.  I 
eventually  found  myself  at  my 
favourite  place-the  breakfast 
table-where  I  was  quickly 
jolted  out  of  my  halfwit  fatigue 
by  an  incredible  piece  of  news 
that  my  eyes  were  firmly  set 
upon.  It  stated  that  all 
outdoor  exercise  is  risky  to  our 
health  because  it  runs  the  risk 
of  brain  damage  from  inhaling 
too  much  ground  level  ozone. 
HALELUGAH!!!  It  answered 
all  my  prayers.  It  meant  my 
future  wife  couldn't  make  me 
keep  up  with  the  robust,  self- 
conditioned  individuals  who 
left  me  in  their  wake  each 
morning.  Instead,  I  could  stay 
home  and  watch  the  morning 
news,  or  in  my  present 
condition,  watch  the  after 
school  Happy  Days. 

Think  again!  This 
morning,  under  the  same 
weary  circumstances  as  the 
previous  morning,  I  was 
shaken  out  of  my  brainless 
stupor  by  the  shocking  news 
that  television  viewing  was 
linked  to  heart  disease.  Some 
twit  from  California  had 
announced  that  television  in 
excess  had  twice  the  relative 
risk  of  high  blood  levels  of 
cholesterol  as  their  peers  who 
didn't  spend  as  much  time  in 
front  of  the  tube.  This 
preposterous  statement  ruined 


my  day!!! 

It  seems  that  these 
scientists  are  finding  statistics 
that  restrict  us  from  doin^  the 
most  common  and  inactive 
things.  Speaking  for  myself  ( 
and  possibly  others?),  I'd 
prefer  it  if  they  wouldn't 
publish  these  things-we  have 
enough  problems  as  it  is!!! 

Tim  "Beer "  Hoare 


A  Man  Worth  Reading 
About 

Sir  Edmund  Hillary  had 
a  dream,  to  reach  the  highest 
peak  on  the  surface  of  ouqr 
planet:  Everest.  He,  a  well 
skilled  mountaineer  from  New 
Zealand  dreamed  his  dream, 
then  reached  for  it.  In  1953, 
Hillary,  then  a  lean,  robust, 
and  determined  man  set  off 
with  his  crew  from  Katmandu 
to  begin  their  ascent  of  the 
mountain.  They  first  scaled 
the  dangerous  ice-walls,  hiked 
up  the  steep  body  of  the 
mountain,  travelled  across  the 
great  ridge  until  all  had  turned 
back  except  Hillary  and  "Tiger" 
Tenzing.  They  then  staged  a 
three  day  "sprint"  on  the 
summit:  a  great  chunk  of 
cr£i&gy  aJid  snow  clad  rock.  The 
pair  reached  the  snow  capped 
top  on  the  day  of  the 
coronation  of  Queen  Elizabeth 
II  after  a  battle  with  cold 
whipping  winds,  low  oxygen, 
and  sixty  pound  packs.  Hillary 
had  realized  his  dream.  The 
beauty  of  this  man,  lies  in  that 
after  he  had  accomplished  his 
own  dream,  he  devoted  his  life 


to  the  fufilling  of  those  of 
others.  He  has,  since 
conquering  Everest  built 
schools,  hospitals,  and  clinics 
for  the  people  of  Nepal.  He 
also  helped  many  scouts  from 
all  over  the  world  make  the 
trip  to  Nepal  to  see, 
experience,  and  help  the 
country.  After  the  country 
gave  him  fame,  fortune,  and 
knighthood,  Hillary  gave  back 
to  the  country.  I  think  that  a 
man  such  as  this  in  times  such 
as  these,  deserves  to  be  seen, 
heard,  or  even  only  thought 
about,  but  above  all  else,  he 
deserves  our  respect. 

Patrick  McEntyre 
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X-MAS 
TUNE 


Jlvelve  Days  Of 
Christmas 


On  the  first  day  of  Christmas, 
Mr. Claude  gave  to  me,  a  zero 
in  history. 

On  the  second  day  of 
Christmas,  Mme.Rocheleau 
gave  to  me,  two  platform 
shoes,  and  a  zero  in  History. 

On  the  third  day  of  Christmas, 
Mr.Shannon  gave  to  me,  three 
bow  ties,  two  platform  shoes, 
and  a  zero  in  History. 


On  the  fourth  day  of 
Christmas,  Mr. Wearing  gave  to 
me,  four  tubes  of  Brylcream, 
three  bow  ties,  two  platform 
shoes,  and  a  zero  in  History. 

On  the  fifth  day  of  Christmas, 
Mr.Moffat  gave  to  me,  five 
bonus  labs,  four  tubes  of 
Brylcream,  three  bow  ties,  two 
platform  shoes,  and  a  zero  in 
History. 

On  the  sixth  day  of  Christmas, 
Mr.Litvack  gave  to  me,  six 
bottles  of  hair  tonic,  five  bonus 
labs,  four  tubes  of  Brylcream, 
three  bow  ties,  two  platform 
shoes,  and  a  zero  in  History. 

On  the  seventh  day  of 
Christmas,  Mr.Krindle  gave  to 
me,  seven  dancing  tutus,  six 
bottles  of  hair  tonic,  five  bonus 
labs,  four  tubes  of  Brylcream, 
three  bow  ties,  two  platform 
shoes,  and  a  zero  in  history. 

On  the  eighth  day  of 
Christmas,  the  prefects  gave  to 
me,        NOTHING 

On  the  ninth  day  of  Christmas, 
Richard  Slatter  gave  to  me, 
nine  full  size  hankies,  seven 
dancing  tutus,  six  bottles  of 
hair  tonic,  five  bonus  labs,  four 
tubes  of  Brylcream,  three  bow 
ties,  two  platform  shoes,  and  a 
zero  in  History. 

On  the  tenth  day  of  Christmas, 
Mr.Lumsden  gave  to  me,  ten 
spy  novels,  nine  full  size 
hankies,  seven  dancing  tutus, 
six  bottles  of  hair  tonic,  five 
bonus  labs,  four  tubes  of 
Brylcream,  three  bow  ties,  two 
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platform  shoes,  and  a  zero  in  For  the  brave  from  Grades  1  to    For  the  brave  in  Grades  10  emd 
history.  9,  inclusive:  11: 


On  the  eleventh  day  of 
Christmas,  Mustapha  gave  to 
me,  eleven  censored  stories, 
ten  spy  novels,  nine  full  size 
hankies,  seven  dancing  tutus, 
six  bottles  of  hair  tonic,  five 
bonus  labs,  four  tubes  of 
Brylcream,  three  bow  ties, 
two  platform  shoes,  and  a  zero 
in  History. 

On  the  twelfth  day  of 
Christmas,  St.Nick  gave  to  me, 
twelve  Old  River  Duckboots, 
eleven  censored  stories,  ten 
spy  novels,  nine  full  size 
hankies,  seven  dancing  tutus, 
six  bottles  of  hair  tonic,  five 
bonus  labs,  four  tubes  of 
Brylcream,  three  bow  ties,  two 
platform  shoes,  and  a  zero  in 
History 

Neal  Mathews 

Computer  problems  for 
solution 

Recognition  will  be  given  for: 

First  solution 

Most  clever  solution  (i.e. 
solution  that  Miss  Montgomery 
and  Mr.         Badger  did  not 
think  of.) 

Best  written  solution 
(i.e.  prograon  that  can  be 
understood  by         anybody 
that  can  read  engUsh) 

For  Logoists: 

Draw  two  concentric 
triangles,  leaving  the  turtle  in 
the  middle.  The      outer 
triangle  should  be  twice  as 
large  as  the  inner  triangle. 


A  triangle  is  generated 
from  two  numbers  -  the  size 
and  the  seed.  The  size 
determines  how  many  rows  are 
in  the  triangle,  and  the  seed 
determines  the  first  number  in 
the  triangle.  For  example, 
here  are  two  such  triangles: 

Size  N  =  6     Seed  S  =  1 

Size  N  =  5     Seed  S=  3 

1 
3 

2  3 
4  5 

4  5  6 
6  7  8 

7  8  9  1 
9  12  3 

2  3  4  5  6 

4  5  6  7  8 

7  8  9  12  3 

The  problem  is  to  analyze  the 
above  examples,  discover  the 
rule,  and  write  a  BASIC 
program  that  will  generate 
triangles  given  any  size  N  (N 
<=  10)  and  any  seed  S  (1  <=  S 
<=  9).  Test  your  program  by 
generating  triangles  for  N  =  6, 

5  =  landN  =  7,S  =  9. 


A  triangle  is  generated 
from  two  numbers  -  the  size 
and  the  seed.  The  size 
determines  how  many  rows  are 
in  the  triangle,  and  the  seed 
determines  the  first  number  in 
the  triangle.  For  example, 
here  are  two  such  triangles: 

Size  N  =  6     Seed  S  =  1 
Size  N  =  5     Seed  S=  3 
12  4  7  2  7 
3  4  6  9  4 

3  5  8  3  8 
5  7  15 

6  9  4  9 
8  2  6 

15  1 
3  7 

6  2 
8 

3 

The  problem  is  to  analyze  the 
above  examples,  discover  the 
rule,  and  write  a  program  that 
will  generate  triangles  given 
any  size  N  (N  <=  20)  and  any 
seed  S  (1  <=  S  <=  9).  Test  your 
program  by  generating 
triangles  for  N  =  6,  S  =  1  and  N 
=  7,  S  =  9. 
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'■•;:.  Winter  !•  here,  and  Jack  Frost  is  nipping  at  our  kieeis  sending  tKis  little  -I 

:••  world  of  oup«  into  a  kaleidoscope  of  sparkling  snowflakes.   This  is  the  season  :!•! 

:;  for  the  yoting  ones.   Boys  and  girls  all  over  our  happy  planet  are  drafting  their  ^:^'! 

rf^.;:- Christmas  Usta  in  hope  for  a  bountiful  hoUday    But  who  do  these  innocent  :.-'i;i 

:.  toddlers  rely  on  for  their  invaluable  happiness?  Why,  the  joUy  bearded  one,  ofi::"*^ 


1 , .-. 
II-:- 

"'• 
•111 .-. 


course. 


[IM-  .  - 

i:i---:- 


Selwyn  House  is  both  proud  and  fortunate  to  hold  among  its  ranks  the :  S 

man  behind  the  big  red  coat  and  rosy  cheeks.  Yes,  we  hold  the  legacy  of  virtue  !;h:!I 

and  goodness  within  the  four  walls  of  our  own  history  room.   You  saw  him  on  iiiilJj 

;:!|i:::.  ••  the  cover,  humble  in  his  own  greatness,  and  now  it  is  time  to  learn  his  tale  of i^i 

"'■■•■  •■   struggle  and  strife  for  the  victory  of  children  everywhere...  iji.jj 

:•:"!:! 

THE  LEGEND  OF  OLD  SAINT  NICK  I'j'jj; 

Once  upon  a  time  lived  a  little  boy  named  Billy  Wilkins.  Billy  was  the  f$ 
;only  kid  in  his  neighbourhood  who  didn't  have  a  Montreal  Canadiens  jersey,  ijiljl 
•  He  could  remember  the  times  when  he  and  his  friends  would  pick  up  a  game  of^iiji; 
shinny  out  in  the  back  lane.  All  of  them  were  sporting  the  tri-colore  and  eachliiPI 
:i|:::;::;  boy,  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye  and  the  numero  neuf  across  his  back,  would -iiilj 
ii!ili.;.  ■  proclaim  himself  to  be  the  one  and  only  Rocket  Richard.  Billy  always  shared  x:j!i 
i!!i':-:!i-  •  this  exhilaration,  but  when  it  came  time  for  his  glory  as  a  true  Hab  the  others  j  jljjj 


!i;>i'- . 

iir'.i'iii'.  would  just  laugh  and  mock  him,  "Hey,  guys. 

'li!''    ■    ■ 


Check  out  Wilkins!' 


they  would -Jljij 


•jj^^Muj  say,  "He's  trying  to  be  the  Rocket,  but  he  doesn't  even  have  a  jersey.    Billy's  a  ii|!|| 


mama's  boy.    Hey!    We  aren't  playing  on  the  pond,  Billy  Bob. 


This  is  serious  iijijlj 
:••  -H 


Hi! 


,..':::•■■•:  stufT  SO  get  out  of  here  before  we  hit  you  into  the  nickel  seats!" 
*i|:i:;'..":  Christmas  day  came  and  went,  but  still  no  sign  of  the  jersey  he  wanted  \<^ 

jiiJH'-;  -'  so  much.  He  felt  doubly  cheated  because  he  had  even  appealed  to  Saint  Nick  W 
i!:!''i!--  to  grant  him  his  wish  but  had  clearly  been  turned  down.  Instead,  the  man  ini'tiil 
red  had  brought  him  a  Harry  Rosen  wardrobe  of  finely  tailored  suits.  Billy  did  :;;;j|i 
|i['.':i' :  -  not  take  lightly  the  refusal  from  the  one  man  he  revered  like  a  god.  ::j!| 

On  the  evening  of  the  twenty-fifth,  after  the  presents  had  been  opened  ijiijii 

■  up  and  the  houses  fell  silent  and  dark,  Billy  Wilkins  picked  up  his  hockey!  Jj 
stick,  put  on  his  tuque,  and  went  outside  into  the  crisp  night  air  Something  in:-i;i 
his  mind  was  goading  him  on.  The  voices  in  his  head  rose  to  a  stirring  climax,  :::'!i| 

•  "Look  it,  Billy.   I  don't  want  any  of  dis  dat  or  de  odder  ting!   Get  out  d'ere  and^:!:!] 

■  ride  'em  out  'a  de  crease!"  Without  knowing  it,  Billy  was  shuffling  along  the  :j 
frozen  asphalt  of  his  back  lane  stick  handling  an  imaginary  puck  under  the  .j  ilji 

!  blurred  Light  of  the  winter  stars. 

Suddenly,  Billy  was  awakened  from  his  stupor  by  the  soimd  of  a  barking  :;i;::| 
..dog.   Yet  Billy  couldn't  understand  the  fact  that  the  sounds  came  from  above!! J 

■  his  head  in  the  sky  i!i1|| 
.^            "On  Alfie,  on...!"  roared  a  commanding  voice  overhead.   And  then  to  his;ji!it| 

liliiii^l!!  astonishment,  Billy  realized  that  it  was  the  voice  of  his  mentor  and  hero.  Saint  :i:|i 
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Nick.  "^ay  to  use  de  body, 
Alf,"  Nick  said  as  he  offered 
his  reindeer  a  milk  bone  while 
giving  the  animal  an 
affectionate  tummy  scratch. 
Billy  coiildn't  beheve  his  eyes, 
for  the  man  that  he 
worshipped,  Bauer  sweats  and 
all,  was  standing  before  him  on 
the  blue  line  of  his  humble 
cement  hockey  rink. 

"Hey,  kid.  Sorry  I'm 
late.  So  what's  de  problem?  I 
hear  you're  a  persona  non 
grata  around  here,  in  this 
milieu,  so  to  speak."  The 
words  stunned  Billy.  All  this 
time  Saint  Nick  had  actually 
listened  to  his  plea.  Tears  of 
joy  were  pushing  over  the  rims 
of  his  eyelids  when  his  idol 
spoke  again,"  So  ya  want  a 
Habs  jersey?  Pfff!  Get  serious. 
That  isn't  your  genre,  Billy. 
When  are  you  gonna  start 
learning  that  you  have  the 
ability  to  stage  a  coup  d'etat 
over  the  other  kids!?  Get  into 
this,  Bill.  Here's  a  Red  Wings 
sweater.  Trust  me,  its  better 
for  you.  Besides,  you've  gotta 
start  coming  to  terms  with 
your  raison  d'etre.  Billy,  you 
want  to  be  different,  face  it." 
Billy  stood  at  attention, 
gripping  his  new  shirt  proudly, 
feeling  each  electric  fiber  of  its 
fabric  with  his  trembling 
fingers.  He  knew  this  was  the 
sign  he'd  been  waiting  for.  He 
was  free  to  be  himself. 

Lights  began  flickering 
on  in  the  windows  of  the 
surrounding  houses.  Saint 
Nick's  passionate  words  must 
have  been  louder  than  both  of 
them  had  expected.  Soon,  all 
the  boys  in  the  neighbourhood 


had  gathered  around  the  the 
two  figures. 

"Hey  its  Saint  Nick!  We 
love  you,"  said  one  of  the  boys 
excitedly. 

"Give  it  a  rest,  kid.  I 
know  you've  been  noddy.  You 
think  you  can  play  Hockey? 
Think  again.  You  couldn't 
even  check  your  coat!  Td  have 
a  good  mind  to  pile  drive  you  to 
the  mat,  but  I  happen  to  be 
caught  up  in  the 
sentimentality  of  Christmas." 
And  then  turning  back  toward 
Billy,  he  said  "Don't  let  these 
guys  rear  their  ugly  heads 
around  here  again,  ok?  SssfBF! 
Just  give  'em  de  flick. 
Remember,  Billy,  you  have 
nothing  to  lose  but  your 
chains!"  And  with  that  Saint 
Nicholas  was  gone  in  a  flurry 
of  bells  and  barking.  Billy 
would  never  be  the  same 
again. 

The  End 

This  stirring  drama  only 
scratches  the  surface  of  Saint 
Nick's  capacity  for  love  and 
good  will.  It  is  only  fitting  that 
the  whole  Nexus  staff, 
supported  unanimously  by  the 
school  body  and  Mr.  Dowd, 
should  award  Mr.  Nicoll,  the 
Clark  Kent  equivalent  to  'Ole 
Saint  Nick,  with  this  issue's 
staff  member  of  the  season. 
Congratvdations,  Coach!  This 
one's  from  all  the  Billy's  out 
there. 

C.T.  at  the 
request  of  Nexus    staff  and 

school 


Math  Problems 

1.  Find  or  describe  a  way 
to  construct  a  circle  whose  area 
is  equal  to  the  sum  of  the  areas 
of  the  two  given  circles. 

let  the  radius  of  the 
smallest  circle  be  "r"  and  the 
radius  of  the  larger  be  "s". 


2.  How  many  positions  on 
line  L  can  you  nna  for  a  point 
P  so  that  triangle  PAB  is 
isosceles? 


3.  Given  the  information  in 
the  diagram,  find  the 
coordinates  of  the  point  P. 


(°.i) 


(°,° 


(   .   ) 


4.  For  any  (ie.  randomly 
distributed)  eight  points  on  a 
circle,  how  many  a)  distinct 
triangles  b)  distinct 
quadrilaterals  can  you  make 
using  the  points  as  vertices? 


OPEN  TO  ALL  GRADES, 

SUBMIT  ANSWERS  TO  MR. 

LUMSDEN  IN  THE  MATH 

DEPT. 

-A.M.L. 
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CLASSIFIED 


HEARD  IN 
THE  HALLS 


The  school  has  been  given  a 
Radio  Shack  TRS  80  Model 
100  Portable  Computer 

It  is  the  handiest  portable 
computer  yet  developed,  even 
though  it  is  7  years  old  this 
year. 

It  has  the  following 
built-in  features: 

a  modem 

a  word  processor  that 
can  send  text  to  a  parallel 
printer 

an  event  scheduler 

an  address  keeper 

BASIC 

If  any  student  or  staff 
member  would  like  to  while 
away  a  weekend  discovering 
how  to  use  it,  please  speak  to 
Mr  Badger.  It  is  in  excellent 
condition  and  has  all  the 
original  manuals  and  many 
peripherals. 


Ben  Wakrat:  "Sir,  that's  soo 
deep,  I'm  drowning." 

David  Levenson:  "He  is  a 
middle  of  the  line  fence 
kind  of  guy." 

Pro  Chaudhury:  "I  make  it  a 
point  to  forget  everything  he 
fWorsoff]  says." 

Jim  Willet  to  Prosanto  after 
his  book  talk  on  Execution 
"That  was  a  very  well 
executed  book  talk." 

(ed's  note:  That's  really  funny, 
Jim) 


First  come, 


first  serve. 


Flossie!! 
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